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This heavy life to lighten your life's load

That now with mine is laden, let me die

More queenlike than this dog's death you denounce

Against the man that falls into your hate :

Though not for love, yet shame, because I was

A queen that loved you : else you should not seem

So royal in her sight whose eyes you serve,

Nor she when I am dead with such high heart

Behold you, nor with such glad lips commend

As conqueror of me slain for her love's sake

And servant of her living in your love.

Let me die therefore queenlike, and your sword

Strike where your tongue hath struck; though not so

deep,

It shall suffice to cleave my heart and end.
Bothwett.    Hear you, my queen; if we twain be

one flesh,

I will not have this daintier part of it
Turn any timeless hand against itself
To hurt me, nor this fire which is your tongue
Shoot any flame on me; no fuel am I
To burn and feed you \ not a spark you shed
Shall kindle me to ruin, but with my foot
Rather will I tread out the light that was
A firebrand for the death of many a man
To light the pile whereon they burnt alive.
What, have I taken it in my hand to scorch
And not to light me ? or hath it set fire
To so few lives already that who bears
Needs not to%atch it warily and wake